Oh, damn George Three and all his bleeding

Cabinet !

[ViNiNG   comes  in,   cheerily  singing   the   latest
musical comedy tune.

VINING : Hello, all alone ? Mrs, Simmy's been
in here, hasn't she ? Have I missed her ?

WOODLEY : Yes.

VINING : Too bad. We don't exactly get a surfeit
of female society. What did she want ?

WOODLEY : Oh, nothing. To speak to Ainger
about the kids in her back garden or something.

VINING : H'm. Funny her coming in here. Pretty
little thing though. Hot stuff too, I should think.
That quiet dark kind always are. Old Simmy's
a lucky fellow. He knows what's what all right,
and I expect he makes the most of it too. That's
the secret of the popularity of marriage, you
know. I hope she likes it, that's all. Can't say
I should care about being mauled by Simmy if
I was a girl. Has she got a crush on Ainger, do
you think, coming in here after him like that ?
Ainger's a good looking chap ; bit of a change,
after Simmy. Did you retire tactfully and leave
them alone ?

[WOODLEY suddenly gets up and leaves the room,
slamming the door behind him.

Here, what's up ? Now . . . what the . . .
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